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Summary 


An omegaverse Horizon Zero Dawn AU. 

Bom among the Nora, a matriarchal tribe that reveres her kind, Angela is cast out at birth 
for being motherless. At age 25, she enters the Proving, a tournament that, should she win, 
will grant her a boon from the matriarchs. She seeks to find out the truth about her mother, 
which takes her past the Nora’s Sacred Lands. She ventures forth, with Fareeha at her 
side. 


Notes 


Despite the summary, don’t expect much from this story. We probably worked harder on 
the summary than the rest of this fic. This is a very indulgent thing we just felt like sharing. 

Now that’s out of the way, we’re compelled to repeat: this is an OMEGAVERSE fic, and 
it's packaged with all the dynamics and problems omegaverse comes with, so if that’s not 
your thing and you read this anyway, that’s on you. Another thing is that our omegaverse 
is different. For one, only girls can be alphas and omegas, and in this universe, the Nora 
revere them and believe they came from foxes, so the alphas and omegas are instead called 
vixens and tods. 

This brings us to the last but most important difference in our omegaverse. Our alphas 
don’t have penises, and they’re the ones who go into heat, during which they can trap an 
omega by clamping down on the omega. We did that because we keep the alpha/omega 
dynamics intact, and it seemed like an alpha thing to trap a partner. So, for easy reference: 

Vixen (Alpha) = no penis; goes into heat; clamps during heat; very sexual, including to 


sisters (thus an incest warning applies, but it doesn’t apply to any major characters so it 
wasn't tagged) 

Tod (Omega) = has a penis; doesn’t knot; never makes sexual advances, only responds to 
it (unless the tod is unmated and smells a vixen in heat) 

Oh, and this should go without saying, but: they’re all gay for each other. All of them, no 
exceptions, and in light of recent canon reveals, I guess we have to say that we genderbent 
Fareeha’s dad. 



The Outcast and the Prisoner 


Ten-year-old Angela crouched low in the tall grass that matched the color of her hah, hiding from 
the Nora just fifty steps away. She touched the device on her temple, a web of purple light 
appearing and stretching over the fields into a wide dome. Through it, she saw the outlines of the 
raccoons, turkeys and rabbits skittering about, as well as the Nora in her sights, five in number, all 
women, calling out a single name. 

“Fareeha!” one woman cried, her voice clear to Angela’s superb hearing. “Fareeha, where are 
you?” 

“Come out this instant, Fareeha, before your mother leams of this!” another woman demanded, 
stalking to the bushes nearby and groaning when she only found a startled boar. “By All-Mother, 
this stubborn kit will be the death of us.” 

“She couldn’t have gone far, keep looking!” 

“Never again will I believe this kit when she claims to want a nap. I should have known. If it’s 
impossible to have a child take a nap in the middle of the day, what more a kit with boundless 
energy? What a fool I was!” 

As the women went on talking and searching, Angela found another outline seventy-five steps 
away, this one smaller, kneeling next to a fox. Holstering her bow, she crept out of the grass, 
careful not to alert the women or her mark of her presence. When she drew near enough to see her 
mark with her own eyes, she saw that the girl was petting the fox. 

“Hi,” Angela greeted in a soft voice after enough noise to announce her presence. 

The girl turned to face her, and the fox hid behind the girl but didn’t flee outright. The girl stared 
at her, and she stared back, first noting the girl’s dark skin and dark hair, and that the girl was 
younger than her. 

“I’m sorry,” she sighed when the girl still hadn’t responded. “You don’t have to talk to me, I 
know it’s against the law,” she said when the girl noticed the outcast’s mark she bore on her garb. 
“This is a good place to hide, they won’t find you for a while.” 

She turned to leave, and the girl suddenly spoke. 

“Can you take me with you?” 

Angela blinked, looking at the girl and wondering if she had imagined the words she heard. 

“You’re speaking to me? I’m an outcast,” she said, giving the girl the chance to shun her as those 
of the Nora tribe would. “You’ll get punished, like that boy Jesse.” 

“You’re the one who saved Jesse?” the girl asked back, eyes widening. “He said you were really 
brave, and that he would have lost more than his ami if you hadn’t saved him from those striders.” 

Angela gasped. 

“He lost his arm? I know he was hurt, but I thought he was going to be okay.” 

“My mama said they had to get rid of it, because the healers couldn’t fix it, it was too broken,” the 
girl said. “He’s okay now, just needs a lot of rest. What’s that on your head?” 



“Oh,” Angela said, her hand going to her temple. “It’s. a device I found in the Metal Ruins. I fell in 
there a couple of days ago. Reinhardt said the Nora would have wanted me to get rid of it, but I 
didn’t want to. Without it, I wouldn’t have been able to help Jesse. It showed me where the 
machines would move, and where they were weak.” 

“That’s amazing,” the girl whispered, crawling over to her to get a better look of the device. “Is 
that how you found me, too?” 

“It is,” Angela confirmed, smiling. “You know, you smell different. You’re like me, aren’t you?” 

“I’m a tod,” the girl said, sniffing her, “and you’re a vixen. There are other vixen kits like you in 
the tribe, but very few, and they’re already hunting with their mamas while I’m stuck in the 
village. I hate it. I wanna be a brave, but my mama says I have to stay there and learn to cook and 
do other boring things. And I think it’s stupid they made you an outcast when you were just a 
newborn. How could a newborn do something bad? And you’re not bad at all, you saved Jesse’s 
hfe. I think you’re better than the rest of the Nora.” 

“And you want to come with me? You want to be an outcast like me?” Angela asked, and the girl 
nodded. “Why?” 

“Because I don’t wanna stuck inside the village my whole hfe,” the girl said, clenching her fists. “I 
wanna be free, like you.” 

Angela frowned. 

“You don’t want to be like me. You’ve heard what they say about me. I have no mother.” 

The girl snorted. 

“You can have mine.” 

Angela giggled. 

“I don’t think that’ll stop me from being an outcast,” she said, sitting down and urging the girl to 
the same. “My name is Angela. You must be Fareeha, I heard the women calling for you.” 

“I still hear them doing it,” Fareeha muttered, scowling at the general direction of the women. 
“They talk so loud most of the time, makes my head hurt.” 

“Reinhardt is loud, too,” Angela said, wincing at the memory. “He’s trying to be quieter, but he 
just can’t help himself sometimes.” 

“Try punching him in the face,” Fareeha told her, looking completely serious. “My mama knew 
Reinhardt, and she said that she punched him in the face to shut him up whenever he was too 
loud.” 

“I’d have to climb him first!” Angela exclaimed, giggling again. 

Fareeha beamed. 

“Or you can shoot him with an arrow ! Are you good with it?” 

“I’m still learning,” Angela admitted, smiling shyly. ''Reinhardt is training me so I can win the 
Proving when I grow up. Actually, today’s lesson was how to be sneaky. I think I’m too good at 
it, I sneak out all the time, and today, I got away from him again. That’s how I ended up here with 
you.” 



“Wow,” Fareeha murmured, crawling over to her, the cautious fox following. “You’re gonna be a 
great brave if you’re already this good.” 

“Thank you,” Angela whispered, smiling more. “Is she yours?” she asked, looking at the fox. 

“No,” Fareeha said, shaking her head, “I just met her today. I think she has a mate, and I was 
gonna wait here with her.” 

Angela held out her hand, beckoning the fox over. The fox sniffed her once, and then approached 
her without hesitation. 

“She knows you’re a vixen,” Fareeha remarked, smiling, “like her.” 

“That’s so amazing,” Angela said as she began to pet the fox. “Do you ever wonder why foxes 
lik e us so much? Reindhardt told me it’s because we came from foxes, and that’s why we’re 
called foxes, too, but I think it’s because we smell different.” 

“That makes sense,” Fareeha agreed, surprising her. “It makes more sense than the stories the 
matriarchs tell.” 

“You think so?” Angela asked, scooting closer to Fareeha. “Reinhardt also told me there’s not a 
lot of tods in the tribe. I never thought I’d actually meet one before I entered the Proving.” 

Fareeha looked down, glaring at the ground. 

“I’m the only tod in the Nora now. My papa was a brave, and she died fighting a machine. It’s 
why my mama doesn't want me to be a brave. I want to train like you, Angela. Can I go with 
you? Will Reinhardt train me, too? I’ll enter the Proving, too, and we can both be braves.” 

Angela shook her head. 

“I don’t want to just enter the Proving, Fareeha, I want to win it, because when I win, the 
matriarchs have to give me a boon. They know something about my mother, and when I win, 
they’re going to tell me everything. They’re going to tell me why I was outcast just because I was 
born.” 

Fareeha frowned, almost pouting. 

“So, you won’t take me with you?” 

“I want to,” Angela said, holding Fareeha’s hand. “You’re the only one who doesn’t look at me 
lik e I’m some kind of monster. I think it’d be great if you come to live and train with me, but I also 
think you shouldn’t run away from your mother, Fareeha. I know she’s being unfair, but she cares 
about you, she loves you. You can talk to her, and you don’t even need to win the Proving to do 
it.” 

“I. . .” Fareeha trailed off, looking away. “I didn’t think of it that way. I’m sorry, Angela.” 

Angela smiled, even more when Fareeha squeezed her hand. 

“I’m gonna be a brave, and you’re gonna win the Proving,” Fareeha declared, hugging her all of a 
sudden, and then, to her further surprise, began to purr. “Okay?” 


“Okay,” Angela whispered, hugging Fareeha back and responding with a purr of her own. 



Angela had barely set foot into the house when Reinhardt's booming voice greeted her. 


“Ah, there’s my wayward little kit!” he exclaimed, stepping into view. “How gracious of her to 
finally come home after worrying me all day.” 

At first glance, Reinhardt cut an intimidating sight. Towering and broad, the boar skin draped on 
his shoulders spanned three pelts wide. Over the usual leather and fur customary of the Nora tribe, 
he sported large metal plates repuiposed from snapmaws, both as protection and as trophies. His 
spear, nearly thick as a tree, he held in one hand with no effort, and his hair, stark white, an unruly 
mess like his beard. A large scar, on his left eye, the mark of the battles and hunts he had seen and 
won. 

His eyes, however, when they beheld Angela, were alight with mirth and a tenderness that melted 
away his frightening visage. 

“Well?” he prompted with a chuckle. “Are you going to tell me where you ran off to this time, 
kit?” 

“You’re not mad?” Angela asked, shuffling her feet. 

Reinhardt chuckled. 

“You are a curious kit, Angela, your inquisitiveness matched only by your determination,” he 
said, setting his spear aside and approaching her. “What a force you’ll be when you grow up, who 
am I to hinder it? I see that now, I understand it. I’m to nurture you, after all. I cannot force you to 
live by Nora laws and faith, only hope that you come to accept the ways of our tribe someday. 
Now, where is it you went today? Not back to the ruins, I hope. You may not care that they are 
forbidden, but they can be dangerous.” 

Angela shook her head, gently touching the device. 

“I was heeding today’s lesson, actually.” 

“Oh?” he asked, sitting down. “What did you stalk? Machine, beast, both?” 

“I. . . went to the village,” Angela said, fiddling with her bow. “I wanted to see how close I could 
get before I got noticed.” 

Reinhardt’s eyes widened a little, and then he belted out a laugh, so loud that Angela had to cover 
her ears. 

“Human, then!” he boomed, laughing again but quickly stopping when he noticed her. “Oh, my 
girl, I’m so sorry,” he said, placing his large hands on her shoulders. “I’m struggling with this, 
controlling my voice for you, and I can’t stand how it pains you. Would you be terribly opposed 
to striking me whenever I fail to keep my voice down?” 

Angela slowly dropped her hands, and then she began to giggle. 

“I’m being serious, kit,” Reinhardt said, though he was smiling. 

Angela nodded, still giggling. 

“I know. Fareeha told me to punch you whenever you’re loud, because that’s what her mother 
did.” 

“Fareeha?” Reinhardt echoed, surprised. “You spoke to her, and she spoke back? Were you 



caught at the village?” 


“No,” Angela said, shaking her head. “These women were looking for her because she ran off. I 
found her, and we talked a little. She says it’s not fair I was made an outcast when I didn’t do 
anything bad, so she didn’t see why she shouldn’t talk to me. She told me her mother knew you.” 

Reinhardt smiled. 

“Ana, yes. She was a deal' friend, to me and to you as well, kit. She’s the war-chief of the tribe, 
but she’s also one of the matriarchs. I take it by the look on your face that Fareeha did not tell you 
this.” 

Angela shook her head. 

“She didn’t. She told me about her dad, and she’s angry with her mother.” 

“Ah,” Reinhardt murmured, his smile turning sad. “I heard of that. One of the rare times I wished I 
was not an outcast, because I wanted to badly to be there for my friend and her daughter in their 
time of sorrow. Ana has been especially protective of Fareeha after that, I imagine.” 

“Fareeha wanted to come with me,” Angela said, “because her mother wouldn’t let her be a brave. 
I got her to go back to the village, it was the right to do, but. . . I kind of wish I can see her again.” 

“You will,” Reinhardt promised, gently squeezing her shoulders. “Maybe not tomorrow, or the 
day after, maybe not even for a lot of years, but you will, when you go to the Proving. She’ll be 
there, I’m sure, as will her mother. You know, Ana is the matriarch who fought for you, would 
have had you raised with the tribe if she had her way. She not only blessed your naming, but had 
named you herself.” 

“She didn’t fight hard enough for me?” Angela asked. 

“Oh, my girl, short of being outcast herself, Ana did everything she could for you. She had to 
settle for a compromise, that I raise you here instead, else the other matriarchs would have had you 
cast away. She was the only thing standing between you and a cruel death, and to this day, though 
it doesn’t seem so, she continues to fight for you. You are a vixen, Angela, her kin, kin to all 
foxes. Have you noticed that, before Fareeha, you hadn’t encountered another fox? That is 
because they will not shun you, so they are kept away, to other Nora villages.” 

Angela frowned. 

“Will they take Fareeha away, too?” 

“Even if they do, you will meet each other again,” Reinhardt assured her. 

“I promised her that I’d win the Proving,” Angela said, “and she promised me she’ll be a brave.” 
Reinhardt nodded. 

“I believe in you both. I’ve never met Fareeha, but I knew her mother and her father, and I know 
she will make a fine brave. And, you, Angela, you will find the answers you seek, and it is my 
hope that you will also find your place in this world. Were Ana here, I have no doubt she'd wish 
you the same.” 

“I will win,” Angela vowed, and Reinhardt laughed, softer this time, and drew her into his large 
arms. “Tell me more about Ana,” she said after a moment, “about her mate. How is it she’s war- 
chief and also a matriarch? I thought only women can be matriarchs.” 



“She is something of an exception,” Reinhardt said, nodding. “You see, the Nora reveres foxes 
lik e you and her, and most especially tods like Fareeha. You foxes boast a prowess that would 
give even the mighty stormbirds pause. You are our best braves, our hunters, our protectors, and 
you don’t grow old, which means you don’t become weak and addled. Ana, she will forever look 
lik e a young woman, but she is as old as she is wise, and it is that wisdom that the tribe recognized 
when they made her a matriarch, long before you were born. She is respected, both for the 
strength of her mind and her body, but it also means she is watched more closely, and thus why 
she could only do so much for you.” 

“It would have been nice to raised in the village,” Angela murmured, resting her head on 
Reinhardt’s chest. “It’s nice to know there’s someone else out there looking out for me.” 

“You are not alone, Angela,” Reinhardt said. “I know it may seem so, but you are not alone. I will 
always be here for you, no matter how far you wander, or how long you have gone, I will be here, 
waiting for you to come home.” 

Angela looked up. 

“Can we train some more today?” she asked. “The stories can wait. I want to train.” 

Reinhardt laughed, again managing to keep his voice down. 

“Of course, kit. We are training to win the Proving, after all! Come, I made you a spear while I 
waited for you. Let’s see how it handles!” 

“Okay!” Angela exclaimed, following Reinhardt outside. 



Fifteen Years Later 


Chapter Notes 


Quick reference/reminder of our omegaverse: 

Vixen (Alpha) = no penis; goes into heat; clamps during heat; very sexual, including 
to sisters (thus an incest warning applies, but it doesn’t apply to any major characters 
so it wasn't tagged) 

Tod (Omega) = has a penis; doesn’t knot; never makes sexual advances, only 
responds to it (unless the tod is unmated and smells a vixen in heat) 

Gay. Gay. Gay. 


Twenty-five -year-old Angela sat on an overlook, afforded a breathtaking sight of the Embrace, the 
small pocket of the Nora’s Sacred Lands where she had been raised. Her gaze didn’t cast beyond 
the gates that closed off the Embrace from the rest of the Sacred Lands, fixed instead on Mother’s 
Heart, the village she would be stepping into today for the Proving. 

The Proving, where she would be made a brave when she passed the trials and become one of the 
tribe, no longer an outcast. The Proving, which she would win and be granted a boon by the 
matriarchs, and she would finally have the answers to the questions she had been asking since she 
was a child. 

Why was I made an outcast? 

Who is my mother? 

Why didn ’t she claim me? 

Sighing, Angela folded her legs, pulling them up to her chest as she curled into herself. Fifteen 
years she had spent preparing for the Proving, but not a second of it she spared to preparing 
herself for the answers she sought, to ensuring she could bear the harshness of the truth. 

Shaking her head, she gestured with her hand, prompting the device’s interface to open. She 
navigated the display, having long learned the strange written language the device used. She had 
found that, in moments of distress and unease, losing herself in this small piece of the ancient 
world proved to be an effective distraction. 

Bringing up images of her spear and her bows, she gave her weapons a thorough look, seeing if 
she could apply more modifications or improvements before the Proving. She favored bows, so 
much that she had two, a hunter bow and a longshot bow, but she was no less skilled with her 
spear. Reinhardt had taught her to respect the power of the machines that they shared their world 
with, and to be ready to switch from range to melee at a moment’s notice. 

Satisfied with the state of her weapons, Angela opened a new selection of images, these of the 
machines she had encountered in the Embrace, from the scouting watchers to the scavenging 
scrappers. Often at night, when she waited for sleep to come after a tiring day of training, she 
found herself asking a new set of questions. 



Where do the machines come from? 

What is their puipose? 

What do they have to do with the ancient world and its people, both now left in ruins? 

Angela closed the device’s interface, turning her gaze back to the Embrace, and, for the first time, 
looking beyond it, past the gates, and even past the Sacred Lands. 

Wouldn’t it be amazing to find out? 


Outside of Mother’s Heart, out of earshot from the guards at the gate, Reinhardt waited for her. 
Angela made her steps louder to alert him that she was approaching, and when he turned to face 
her, he grinned widely and opened his arms. Fifteen years ago, he would have bellowed a loud 
greeting, but he had finally learned to communicate beyond the sound of his voice, and Angela 
hadn’t once had to resort to violence to help him along. 

Stepping into Reinhardt’s arms, Angela let the massive man draw her into a crushing hug that had 
her feet lifting off the ground. She laughed when he spun with her once, indulging him in what 
may be the last hug they’d ever share. Tomorrow, after the Proving, she would be one of the tribe, 
while Reinhardt would remain an outcast. The sobering thought had her throwing her arms around 
his neck. 

“Don’t be having doubts now, kit,” Reinhardt said, always seeming to know what was on her 
mind. “I want this for you, to be pail of the tribe as you should have been from the moment you 
were born. If not among the Nora, you will find your kin in there, and they have been waiting for 
you just as long.” 

“They’re waiting for me?” Angela murmured, looking over Reinhardt’s shoulder to the closed 
gates. “Ana?” she asked, facing him just as he nodded. “Fareeha?” she said after a moment, 
recalling the tod she had not seen again after the day they met. 

Reinhardt laughed, a soft chuckle that didn’t hurt her sensitive healing. 

“I am sure,” he declared, his face splitting into a grin. “Now go, be with your kin, and though I 
know they have done nothing to deserve it, please give the rest of the Nora a chance.” 

“They’re not helping themselves if I’m not allowed to speak to you ever again when I win,” she 
said, watching the guards who raised their weapons when they noticed that she was looking at 
them. 

Reinhardt put her down, blocking her view of the guards. 

“Without laws and faith, the Nora will be lost, like the ancient ones who came before,” he told 
her. 

“I know,” she sighed, having heard the speech from Reinhardt many times over the years. “I 
understand, Reinhardt,” she said, “I just don’t agree with it. Why not change your laws when it 
condemns someone innocent? Why not reflect on your faith if it has you casting out a newborn 
into the wilds?” 

“It’s not up to us to change these,” Reinhardt said, placing his hands on her shoulders. 


“If not us, then who?” Angela asked, and then sighed, shaking her head. “Never mind, Reinhardt. 
I don’t want an argument to be our last words to each other.” 



Reinhardt smiled and nodded. 


“Nor do I, kit.” 

Angela smiled back. 

“I haven’t been a kit in four years, Reinhardt.” 

“In body, yes,” he agreed, chuckling, “but you will always be my little kit.” 

“And you will always be my father,” she told him, placing her hands over his, “no matter what the 
matriarchs tell me, no matter the truth, you are my father, Reinhardt.” 

With a quivering lip, Reinhardt drew her back into another embrace, and Angela let him hold her 
until he was ready to let go. When he did, they said their goodbyes, and Angela headed to the 
gates of Mother’s Heart alone, Reinhardt watching her back as he always had. 


Angela strode to the gates of Mother’s Heart, gripping her spear tight when the guards began to 
advance on her. She was about to speak, preferring not to fight, but before she could say a word, 
the massive doors swung open with such force that it sent both guards sailing past her. 

Dropping her spear, Angela checked on the guards, asking, “Are you okay?” as one got to his 
feet. 

“Don’t touch me, outcast!” he spat, shrugging her hand off his arm. 

“You are not welcome here,” said the other guard, and he seemed like he had more to say, but he 
bit his tongue when he saw who had opened to gates. 

Standing by the opened doors, a tall woman - not a woman, Angela corrected herself when she 
caught the scent of a vixen - a vixen observed the scene with interest, her eyes on Angela. While 
the vixen didn’t have Reinhardt’s stature or size, she appeared no less intimidating. Her tall frame 
was lithe, similar to Angela’s, but her skin bore many scars, like Reinhardt’s. Her black hair was 
long and left loose over her shoulders like a magnificent mane, and over her left eye was a streak 
of blue. She held no bow or spear, but by her stance and the flash of her sharp teeth, it was evident 
she wasn’t without weapons. 

“W-War-Chief,” one guard stuttered. 

“Matriarch!” the other guard exclaimed, both of them getting to their feet in a hurry. 

“Ana?” Angela asked, and the guards gasped at her like she had desecrated the All-Mother. 

Ana turned to her, showing no surprise and instead smirking in approval. 

“Angela,” the war-chief greeted, beckoning her over. “Pay no mind to these fools, they’re not 
worth your concern. Come here and let have a look at you.” 

Glancing one last time at the now cowering guards, Angela picked up her spear and approached 
Ana, whose eternally youthful face made them appear as peers, but the war-chief’s eyes held years 
and experience that revealed her true age. 

Ana held her face in both hands, taking a long moment to simply look at her before finally 
speaking. 



“Seems you’ve grown well, Angela,” the war-chief remarked, and Angela wondered if that was 
praise she just heard in Ana’s stem voice. “It’s good to know that Reinhardt took good care of 
you.” 

“He did,” Angela affirmed, glancing back in hopes that Reinhardt still stood there, but he was 
gone. 

“He moves surprisingly fast for a man his size,” Ana said knowingly, her smirk turning into a 
smile. “Now, enough dallying. Follow. The noise will be overbearing, but if you’ve lived your life 
with Reinhardt, it shouldn’t be anything you can’t handle.” 

“He’s actually learned to control his voice,” Angela said as she began to follow Ana inside. 

“Did you punch h im ?” Ana asked, laughing. 

“No,” Angela answered, finding the war-chief s laugh infectious, even more when Ana laughed 
again. 

“Shame.” 

Following Ana, Angela noticed that the crowd parted for them, out of reverence for Ana and for 
her, either curiosity or contempt, followed by whispers and gossips she heard clearly. At the back 
of the crowd, she saw a few Nora who kept their distance. 

Foxes, she realized, seeing nothing but a welcoming warmth in their eyes as they met her gaze. 

All vixens, she noted by their scents, much stronger than Ana’s, whose own scent was more 
muted, given that she was mated, and her mate had long died. She turned to Ana, who smirked at 
her. 

“You’ll see my stubborn tod of a spawn soon enough, Angela, don’t you worry,” Ana teased as 
they continued to walk a path that continually opened up for them. “Fareeha isn’t the only one 
who has been waiting for you. I would have raised you myself if I had my way, but sadly, I’m not 
the only matriarch, and I’m more war-chief than I am matriarch. That said, it doesn’t spare me 
from coddling the Carjan envoys we’ve invited today, so I’m afraid I must leave you soon.” 

“I’ll be okay — ” Angela started to say, but Ana grabbed her ami and dragged her to one of the 
many merchant stalls. 

“He’s not Fareeha, but I’m sure he’ll make passable company until the lantern ceremony,” Ana 
said, nodding at the merchant, who snickered. 

“You wound me with your words, War-Chief,” he quipped, and then flashed a smile. “Hello, 
Angela. I believe I’m fifteen years late with thanking you for saving my life.” 

“Jesse?” Angela asked, and she looked down, seeing that his left arm was gone. 

“Seems you’re in good enough hands — ” Ana paused, catching herself and smirking. “Hand,” she 
corrected, making Jesse groan. “Til see you at the ceremony, Angela.” 

“If she is the voice of All-Mother, then All-Mother has a terrible sense of humor,” Jesse joked 
once Ana could no longer hear him, which took some waiting. “Hey, it’s fine,” he said when he 
noticed that she was frowning. “So I lost an ami. It’s a lot better than losing my life, and that’s 
thanks to you. I’ve had fifteen years to get used to it, even the war-chiefs terrible wordplay.” 


“I was worried when Fareeha told me about your ami,” Angela said, politely lifting her gaze back 
to Jesse’s face. “I would have come to see you, if I could.” 



“Fareeha told me,” Jesse said, smiling, “it was sweet of you to worry about me, Angela. I really 
am fine, though. Here, want to have a look at my shop? I’ve got weapons, outfits, you name it.” 


“I don’t really have much for trade,” Angela admitted, hands seeking her longshot bow, “and I’m 
very happy with my weapons and outfit. I made them myself.” 

“Did you, really?” Jesse asked, nothing but sincere. “That’s very fine stitchwork on the leather, 
Angela, and I think the white color suits you very well. Shame how badly that’d stain with blood 
or machine wastes, though. I see you’ve personally modified your bows and your spear, as well. 
You’re something of a craftswoman... craftsfox... craftsvixen — you’re quite the crafty fox, aren’t 
you?” 

Angela laughed, unable to muster any other response. 

“Crafty fox, let’s go with that,” he decided, snapping his fingers in delight. “Really, though, I may 
not have a hand - heh - for craft, but I’ve definitely got eyes for quality. I’d throw shards, machine 
lenses and machine hearts your way if you modify my stock, but we’re not here for business. I’ll 
be rooting for you in the Proving, Angela. You’ll win, I know it.” 

“Thank you, Jesse,” Angela said playfully, “but I think you’re biased.” 

“Doesn’t make me wrong,” he teased back, winking at her. “I heard I’m not the only Nora you’ve 
helped out. If you ask me, that’s as good a proof as any that you deserve to be part of the tribe, but 
you know how it is with tradition.” 

Angela nodded, but her attention was elsewhere, directed to a pair of vixens making their way 
over. Twins, she easily deduced by their identical, striking features, their brown hair styled 
similarly and the same streak of blue paint over their left eyes like Ana. 

“Angela,” one greeted as they approached. 

“Jesse,” the other vixen said, looking at him expectantly. “How is it the war-chief leaves Angela 
to you and not one of us?” 

“Well, don’t blame me for being charming,” Jesse teased, snickering. “Angela, allow me to 
introduce you to Lase and Qira.” 

“What pretty hair,” Lase murmured, reaching out and touching her hair. The mere brush of skin 
sparked an electric tingle that wanned Angela to her core. 

“And lovely eyes,” Qira added, stepping closer to touch her side and fondle her through the thin 
leathers. 

Like Ana, the twins had a presence, but it was their scent, strong and magnetic, a merge of 
inviting and challenging that left Angela in a daze. 

“This is why Ana left her to me,” Jesse said, pulling her away from the pair, out of their tantalizing 
reach, “because, clearly, you two can’t behave. Angela’s not used to being around other foxes, 
look what you’re doing to her!” 

“Then we should help her get comfortable,” Lase offered, stunning eyes boring into her as the 
vixen took another step forward. 

“It’s only right,” Qira seconded, also taking a step closer. Green eyes roved over her body, 
appraising her. The vixen licked a lip seductively and another jolt went through Angela at the 



sight of that little, wet tongue. “After all, she’ll be part of the tribe after tomorrow.” 


“Angela!” came a voice from the crowd. 

“Oh, thank the All-Mother...” Jesse began to say, and then tailed off when he seemed to 
recognize the voice. “Oh, no.” 

“Oh, no?” Angela absently echoed, still staling at the twins. 

“Angela!” 

Angela had barely turned to the sound of the voice when she was swept off her feet, strong arms 
fastened around her waist as she was flushed against a long, lean and solid body. She looked 
down, finding familiar, happy brown eyes staling back at her. 

“Fareeha?” she whispered, touching the beautiful face in front of her. 

“Hi,” Fareeha said, grinning when Angela caressed her cheeks. 

“Hi,” Angela whispered back, her thumb tracing the blue streak over Fareeha’ s right eye. 

Being a fox, the first thing that she fixated on was Fareeha’ s scent. While the twins had drawn her 
and filled her with a thrill similar to what she felt when she picked apart the machines she had 
hunted, Fareeha smelled much different, provoking a primal, possessive urge in her that demanded 
she claim the mature, unmated tod holding her. 

What a fine claim she’d be, came a thought unbidden, as her eyes drank in the sight of a strong, 
healthy tod. Fareeha had grown, that much was obvious, and Angela could tell, even with Fareeha 
holding her, that the tod easily towered over her, maybe even over Ana. Through the leathers, she 
could feel Fareeha’ s taut muscles, and she decided to indulge herself, moving her hands to 
Fareeha’ s broad shoulders. 

“Better put her down before she devours you, Fareeha,” came Jesse’s voice, sounding so far away 
despite him standing right next to them. 

“Not that it would such a terrible thing,” Qira quipped, laughing when Jesse scolded her. 

“Not when Fareeha seems willing to oblige,” Lase said, “and especially if Angela will share.” 

Angela forgot what the twins said after they spoke, too captivated by the sound and feel of 
Fareeha’ s powerful purring. Fareeha was happy, the purr meant, very happy, by how loud and 
strong it was, and it was because of her. 

“I’m so glad to see you,” Fareeha said, still holding her up as Angela stroked the smooth, muscled 
skin of her shoulders. 

“I’m glad to see you, too,” Angela said as Fareeha finally placed her back down on two feet 
again. She instantly missed the warmth of those strong arms around her and refused to step back 
because of it. Standing flush against Fareeha, Angela lifted her eyes from the full-bodied chest 
before her and stared into those smiling brown eyes. The urge to take this mighty, healthy tod 
moved her, it had gripped Angela so powerfully. “You became a brave. . .” she observed from the 
style of Fareeha’ s armor, though was barely aware of the words, Fareeha was so distracting. 

Fareeha beamed and the purr grew even louder, vibrating throughout Angela’s body. 

“I did,” she said, clearly proud and happy to receive Angela’s attention for it, “and you’re going to 



win the Proving tomorrow.” 


A warm hand touched the back of her shoulder, and it was stimulating, but it wasn’t Fareeha, 
whose hands were on her sides. 

“And live among your kin, where you belong, embrace your nature,” Lase said, appearing at her 
side, green eyes alight with excitement. 

“With our help, and Fareeha’s, here’s hoping,” Qira added, appearing at her other side, eying 
Fareeha and licking her lips again. 

Fareeha’s eyes darkened and she hugged Angela once more, which she didn’t mind at all. The 
soothing purr turned into a rumble, and the tod almost growled, “We’ll be on our way.” 

“Fareeha,” Lase chastised with a fair hint of disapproval. 

“Stay,” Qira asked, slightly less demanding, but clearly disappointed. 

Fareeha wrapped an arm around Angela’s shoulders, and then started to walk away with her. 

“She’ll see you at the lodge,” she said dismissively, and Lase growled a little in response. 

“Lase,” Jesse said disapprovingly, and then suffered the heat of a vixen’s glare for it. 

Angela watched over her shoulder, troubled, but not terribly disturbed because the warmth and 
comfort of Fareeha’s strong arm was very distracting. 

“They just want to fuck you and claim me,” Fareeha said harshly, turning Angela’s eyes back to 
that pretty face, which had set into a scowl. 

On instinct, Angela reached up and touched Fareeha’s cheek, stroking it until those brown eyes 
lightened, turning towards her instead. Her fingers strayed higher, to Fareeha’s hair, and Angela 
realized with great surprised that she was disappointed that Fareeha’s hair was so short. 

Fareeha, seeming to notice her reaction, cracked a smile. 

“Vixens hate short hair,” she said, “it’s why I keep it like that. To remind them, in a way. I won 
my Proving, Angela, and for my boon, I asked the matriarchs to give me something I’ve never 
had: choice. To let me choose to be a brave, to let me choose to decline a vixen who wants me in 
her bed, to let me choose when to have kits of my own.” 

“To choose the kind of life you want,” Angela said as understanding dawned on her, “instead of 
the one already planned for you before you were barely born.” 

“Yes,” Fareeha confirmed, features lightening a little more as she shared with Angela. Those 
kissable lips suddenly turned up in a broad, beautiful smile. “The matriarchs had no choice but 
grant me what I’d asked. You should have seen the look on my mama’s face.” 

“Fareeha,” Angela chided, but giggled at how very proud of it the todd was. “I’m happy for you, 
though,” she said, smiling. “You became a brave, like you’ve always wanted.” 

“Much to Mama’s dismay, yes,” Fareeha confirmed, grinning. ”I’ve held up my end of the deal, 
now it’s your turn. You’ll get your answers, Angela. It won’t make up for what the tribe and your 
mother did to you, but you’ll finally know why.” 

Angela leaned on the todd’s warm body, inhaling the scent that both calmed and aroused her, 



filling her with a pleasant, warm sensation that sent her thoughts back to the immediate reaction 
she'd had around Fareeha. 


She had wanted to claim her, Angela remembered, and still did. There was something so very 
satisfying about the notion, it was shameful. Fareeha was a brave first and a tod second, having 
earned it all the hard way, yet as soon as she’d seen her, Angela had had the same inclination as 
those other vixens. She had even wanted to be with them first, remembering how captivating the 
bmsh of their skin was. 

Growing up alone without other foxes around, Angela’s only preparation for the moment of 
meeting them had been Reinhardt’s warnings about how it might make her feel. His words had 
been accurate to a startling degree, but that still hadn’t prepared her for how severely Fareeha’ s 
presence was affecting her. Even now, her thoughts drifted to the enticing prospect of having 
Fareeha beneath her. 

“Fareeha, I must apologize,” Angela said, withdrawing a bit because she didn’t deserve that kind 
of cuddling warmth. 

“Why’s that?” Fareeha asked, glancing down at her curiously. 

“When I first saw you, I wanted the same thing those other vixens did. I still do,” Angela 
confessed, lowering her eyes. “I wanted to take you.” 

“Oh,” Fareeha said, but those pretty features didn’t harden like they had when the other vixens 
had made advances. “It’s okay, Angela,” the tod forgave in a surprisingly easy manner. “You’re a 
vixen, it'd have been worrying if you didn’t feel that way,” she said, and then upon seeing the 
surprised look on Angela’s face, added, “I’m not upset with you for that. I’m not even upset with 
Qira and Lase, not really,” she admitted quietly, glancing back over a shoulder at the vixens they 
had left behind. 

“No?” Angela asked, surprised. 

“No,” Fareeha said. “I’m still the only tod in the tribe. None have been born from women the last 
fifteen years, so I know what the vixens are expecting of me. They’ve even made it clear that I 
don’t have to be a part of any of my kits’ lives if that’s what I wanted, so long as I gave them kits, 
but I could never do that. I had barely known my own father when I lost her, and it hurts to this 
day. I can’t even imagine how much it hurts Mama. To ask me not to be a father to my own kits? I 
can’t, and I won’t, and so I refuse to have kits at all until I’m ready to be a father.” 

Fareeha’ s words were blunt and honest, and the maturity Angela saw in this tod wanned her 
through and through. 

“I’m still sorry,” she apologized. “I’ll try to control myself around you more, but it may take some 
time. You smell very, very good, Fareeha.” 

Fareeha grinned and it did nothing to help the problem Angela was having. 

“You smell wonderful, too, Angela.” 

“Stop before I kiss you,” Angela begged, and Fareeha laughed. 

“I wouldn’t mind it from you,” she said, flashing that smile that inappropriately warmed Angela. 

“Really,” Angela replied, giggling as she curled against Fareeha’s body once more, “stop. You’re 
wonderful.” 



Fareeha purred, and Angela clung to the tod’s muscled body, savoring the sensation of being held 
lik e this by a friendly, wonderful friend. It took a few seconds for her to realize that they were still 
moving, and when she did, she glanced along the path they traveled. 


“Where are we going?” she asked. 

“To see the rest of the festival,” Fareeha answered, smiling more. “Unless you want to go back to 
Jesse?” 

“No, I'd love to go around,” Angela said, taking Fareeha’s hand and letting the tod show her the 
rest of Mother’s Heart. 


With her hand clasped tightly in Fareeha’s, Angela walked beside the tod through Mother’s Heart, 
comfortably cuddled to Fareeha’s side. 

“And the lodge is up there,” Fareeha finished telling her, gesturing to a large, sturdy hunter’s cabin 
at the top of the hill. “You will bunk with the other vixens there tonight.” 

“Where do you sleep?” Angela asked, surmising that it probably wasn’t wise for Fareeha to sleep 
among a bunch of sex-hungry vixens. 

“Back home at Mama’s,” Fareeha answered. “It’s safer... supposedly.” 

Angela tugged Fareeha’s hand, smiling faintly. 

“Come on, your mother’s not that bad.” 

Fareeha snorted. 

“You can still have her,” she said, reiterating the offer she had made fifteen years ago in the fields. 

Angela giggled, resting her head against Fareeha’s arm and squeezed the tod’s hand. 

Fareeha glanced down at the top of her head and smiled, and then lifted a hand to Angela’s 
device. 

“You still have this,” she observed, touching the metal piece gently, which glowed purple at the 
contact. She withdrew, a little startled, brown eyes moving to Angela’s face. “It still works?” 

“Yes,” Angela confirmed, lifting her hand to touch Fareeha’s shy fingers and clasp them. “I use it 
to hunt, among other things” 

Fareeha’s warm eyes flicked to it and lingered. 

“Machines and animals?” she asked, and Angela nodded. “Y ou said you saw me with it, too, 
years ago...” 

“Do the Nora still forbid the use of anything from the Metal World?” Angela asked. 

“They do,” Fareeha confirmed, eyes lingering for one last moment before returning to her face, 
“but that device sounds useful. Imagine going to war with the advantages it affords. ” 

“It’s served me well,” Angela vouched, and Fareeha nodded, seeming to understand. The 
response made her wonder and start to worry a little. “Will the Nora make me get rid of it once I 
win the Proving?” she asked. 



To her surprise, Fareeha smirked at the concern. 


“Ask for it as part of your boon,” the tod advised, and Angela smiled in sudden understanding. 

“I have a feeling the tribe isn’t aware of how clever you are,” she said, and it had Fareeha 
beaming. 

They strolled up a hill, passing a couple of loud bonfires where braves gathered to warm 
themselves and share stories, but passed them by because of the noise. Everywhere they walked 
was rather loud, Angela noticed. She wasn’t used to this volume of people around her, and 
Reinhardt wasn’t ever nearly this loud anymore. It hurt her ears. She was about to ask Fareeha if 
they could find a quiet spot, but before she could, a matriarch caught her attention. 

In a secluded area off to the side of the trail, a lone matriarch stood atop a small, wooden platform 
in front of a group of children sitting on tree stumps. 

“What’s going on over there?” Angela asked, catching the ending words of a story about the 
ancient ones and the metal world. 

“That’s Matriarch Rasa,” Fareeha told her, “she tells stories to the children during the festival. We 
just caught the end about the All-Mother and Her faithful.” 

“She’s speaking about vixens and tods now,” Angela picked up on through the commotion. “May 
we listen?” 

“Of course,” Fareeha said, smiling, and steered them towards the gathering. 

As they drew closer, a little blonde -haired girl straightened, nose lifting into the air to sniff 
curiously. She did so twice, and then turned on the stump. 

“Fareeha!” she said, whirling and jumping up to launch herself off the stump at Angela’s 
companion. 

Fareeha caught the kit as the little one's arms stretched to wrap around her body. 

“Soeli,” Fareeha said with a laugh, looking more at ease than Angela had ever seen. 

“Ahh,” Matriarch Rasa said, stopping the story to look up at her and Fareeha as they entered the 
storyteller’s ring, “and here’s a pair of our guardian foxes now, children. Fareeha, Angela, 
welcome.” 

“She’s a vixen?” one of the little boys of the group asked, looking at Fareeha. 

Soeli released Fareeha, dropping to the ground, only coming up to Fareeha’ s knees, and rolled her 
eyes. 

“No, dummy, she’s a vixen!” Soeli corrected, pointing to Angela, and then looked up at Fareeha 
with a big smile. “Fareeha’s a tod. Can’t you see the paint? It’s on her right eye, not the left!” 

“Then, why’s she dressed like a brave ?” the little boy asked. 

“Because she is a brave!” Soeli answered, turning around and facing the little boy in challenge. 
“She’s the bravest warrior we have! She saved my mama’s life all by herself! Against a whole 
horde of machines!” 

Undeterred by Soeli’s conviction, or perhaps too dim-witted to notice the kit’s anger, the little boy 



pressed, “but I thought only vixens were braves and tods stayed home to take care of their kits.” 


Soeli’ s cute little features twisted indignantly, and it looked as if she might jump at the little boy, 
but Matriarch Rasa interrupted before she could, and Fareeha calmed the kit by crouching to ruffle 
the little one’s hair. 

“Fareeha is an exceptional tod,” Matriarch Rasa said, drawing the little boy’s attention back to her. 
“Tods are a rare and cherished miracle, and that is why they usually stay safe at home, but Fareeha 
has proven herself a worthy fighter, deserving of the choice to venture out,” the matriarch said, 
catching Fareeha’ s eye. The corner of aged, wizened lips lifted, and she continued, “shall we 
continue our story of the origins of foxes now, children?” 

“I know this story,” Soeli boasted proudly, only encouraged when Fareeha winked. 

“But what about her, then?” the same little boy asked, turning in his seat to point at Angela. “If 
you’re a vixen, where’s your brave paint or armor?” 

Fareeha stood, putting an arm around Angela’s side. 

“Angela becomes a brave tomorrow,” she announced confidently with no hesitation. 

“And then she’ll mate you?” Soeli asked, turning to face the both of them with an excited light in 
those blue eyes. “Is that why you don’t like other vixens, Fareeha? Because you like Angela?” 

“Angela’s a friend, Soeli,” Fareeha said, glancing at her with a small, private smile. “We met 
when we were kits— ” 

“I knew it!” Soeli cut in victoriously, “I knew there was a vixen you liked!” she declared, 
marching over to Angela authoritatively. “Can you and Fareeha have kits soon, Angela? I want 
playmates! Can you try making kits soon?” 

Angela blinked at the kit, too taken by the idea of having Fareeha’ s little ones. Her mind had gone 
straight to that thought, and she struggled to focus elsewhere or formulate a satisfying reply for the 
little one. She glanced at Fareeha, intending to plead for help with an answer, but her eyes didn’t 
make it past Fareeha’ s chest. Her friend had such a beautiful body, strong and muscled but still 
wonderfully feminine, it would be a shame not to admire it. 

Angela’s eyes lowered down that lean, corded frame, able to see it even through Fareeha’ s 
clothes. She would make fine, healthy kits, no doubt. Angela’s stomach started to warm, sending 
pleasant flutters through her body, and then her eyes dropped even further and came to a halting 
stop at the slight, shapely bulge in Fareeha’ s pants. 

Was Fareeha aroused? 

No, tods didn’t get aroused on their own, she vaguely remembered. Not unless she, a vixen, made 
her so, and she was very, very capable of doing that. 

Angela lifted a hand to touch Fareeha and see how much more glorious that bulge could get, but 
before her fingers could come within a few feet of the handsome tod, a loud, excited voice broke 
through the fog around her mind. 

“Ooh! Are you in heat, Angela? Are you gonna try making kits right now? Make two! No, three! 
Three at once, I want lots of playmates!” 

Angela froze, becoming aware of the fact that there was a kit next to her and Fareeha, and then 
realized that they were still outside at the Proving festival in Mother’s Heart with people, children, 



and an amused, chuckling matriarch around. 


In addition to that, Fareeha was looking at her, and Angela caught those brown eyes drop down to 
her hand before raising again. She withdrew the limb as if it had caught on fire, but Fareeha’ s 
warm eyes weren’t angry. 

Fareeha leaned over, already close to her, and cuddled Angela, chuckling softly. 

“It’s okay,” she whispered. 

On stage, Matriarch Rasa laughed and stretched out a hand for the little one. 

“Come now, Soeli, you must be patient.” 

“I have been!” Soeli complained, grumbling, but followed the Matriarch hand to sit back on the 
log. She turned to face Angela and gave her an excitable, encouraging grin. 

“Now, who can tell me why the Nora were blessed with foxes?” the matriarch asked the children, 
and Soeli spun in her seat to answer. 

“They were our reward!” she said. “For not turning our backs on All-Mother when the others 
wanted the machines from the Metal World to do all their work for them.” 

“Correct,” Matriarch Rasa said, rewarding the kit with a smile, “When others were lured away by 
the promise of the Metal World, the Nora remained faithful. It is because of this loyalty that All- 
Mother gave us foxes to defend and serve us as companions, eventually teaching the very first 
braves how to hunt and survive in the wild.” 

Matriarch Rasa smiled at the children, dark eyes specifically finding Soeli. 

“Humanity was slow to learn from the foxes,” she continued, “we could never quite match their 
speed, agility, or ferocity, but the foxes stayed by our side, faithfully protecting and teaching us. 
They sacrificed their lives for ours, and we will always remember, honor, and respect that. This 
bond between fox and human was recognized by All-Mother, and after years of serving each 
other, She blessed the fallen foxes by blessing our women in turn. At rare, treasured times, women 
bear the foxes back into the world as the ones you children know now, like little Soeli here,” 
Matriarch Rasa explained, nodding to the little one among them. Soeli straightened proudly, and 
then Matriarch Rasa’s eyes lifted to Fareeha and Angela. “This gift from the All-Mother allows 
our guardians to fight alongside us, with the prowess even greater than their fox selves, but now 
they can speak with us and speak for themselves, form bonds with us deeper than before. Today, 
they walk alongside us, the paragons of strength and cunning of our people, our blessed 
guardians, gifted straight from All-Mother. And that is why we revere them, children. They are 
Nora’s gift.” 

Soeli sat up straight on the stump, looking proud. When she turned again, she flashed a smile that 
bared small, baby fangs still in development. 

“And that’s why you should make kits!” she told Fareeha knowingly. “We’re a blessing! And you 
should spread blessings!” 

“But she doesn’t look like she’s in her heat,” another little girl said, looking up at Angela 
curiously. “My mama said that foxes can’t make babies unless the vixen is in her heat.” 

“So, they can practice!” Soeli replied enthusiastically, undeterred. “When’s your heat, Angela? Is 
it soon? You should give her three kits all at once, Fareeha! Make up for lost time!” 



“Can foxes do that?” the original little boy asked. 

“Of course they can!” Soeli declared confidently. “Tods are fertile, and Fareeha’s been saving it 
all up! Angela’s meant to carry lotsa kits, too! They’re perfect!” 

“My papa says it’s all in the hips,” the little boy said, “that a woman needs big hips to bear lots of 
babies.” 

Soeli snorted. 

“Your papa’s dumb. Angela’s hips are perfect for Fareeha’s. Besides, foxes are different from 
women and men! Look at my teeth, and look at Angela and Fareeha, they don’t have any hair on 
their bodies, just on their heads and their eyebrows! And vixens can only have kits with tods, and 
that’s why Fareeha and Angela gotta make kits on her very next heat!” 

Though she was just a child, Angela couldn’t help agreeing with the little one, and a measure of 
satisfaction at Soeli’ s claims that she was more than qualified to have Fareeha's kits. At the same 
time, that warm feeling had started to blossom in her stomach again, and she purposefully tucked 
her head into Fareeha’s shoulder, closing her eyes to keep them from dropping again. 

“Make her stop,” she asked, “before I oblige her.” 

Fareeha chuckled and hugged her closely, nuzzling a cheek to the top of her head. 

“Alright, children, let’s leave the foxes be,” the matriarch called out, giving them both a grateful 
smile before turning back to the kids. “Gather around for the next story.” 

Though it took a few moments, with Soeli, the spoiled little kit, taking the longest to settle, every 
child eventually relented to the matriarch’s words and turned back around in their seats. As the 
matriarch started her new story, Angela heard a growing commotion a good ways away, past the 
top of the hill. She heard the voices of a lot of people, and could guess there was a gathering there, 
an uneasy sort, by the sound of it. 

“Mama must be introducing the Carja,” Fareeha said, also having picked up on the noise. “We 
were at war with the Carja up until a year ago, when they served a madman of a king who thought 
spilling enough blood to their almighty sun god would stop the derangement of the machines.” 

“Derangement?” Angela prompted, the term unfamiliar. 

“The machines have been turning violent over the years,” Fareeha began to explain, “and new 
machines have appeared the last twenty years, each more dangerous than the last. In the Sacred 
Lands, we’ve only seen the sawtooth, the first new machine to show up. There are others, like the 
stalkers, machines that can turn invisible. My mama tells me these Carja and Oseram envoys speak 
of sawtooths armed with weapons, and gigantic, monstrous machines they call a thunderjaws.” 

“Why is that...” Angela murmured, more to herself than to Fareeha, and then asked, “and this king 
thought sacrificing people to his god will stop this?” 

“They call him the mad king for a reason,” Fareeha said. “He had his soldiers invade other tribes 
in the name of his god. The Red Raids, they call it. The Carja never made it to the Embrace, we 
made sure of that, but we lost many Nora to them. Many vixens. . .” 

When Fareeha trailed off, Angela put a hand on her arm, suddenly aware of many scars the tod 
bore on her body. 


“I had no idea,” she said, feeling guilty. 



Fareeha placed a hand over hers, smiling. 


“I’m glad you didn’t, because that means we did some good.” 

Angela smiled back, the pride in Fareeha’s voice willing her to. 

“We can stay here if you’d like, Fareeha.” 

Though the tod looked grateful, she shook her head at the offer. 

“The Carja in Mother’s Heart today are not the ones who slaughtered innocent people in the name 
of that madman. These Carja come to us in peace, in the name of the first ever Sun Queen, and 
our war-chief believes she’s worthy of our trust. I may not agree with my mother when it comes to 
the way I chose to live my life, but I don’t question my war-chief’s judgment.” 


Standing far back from the crowd with Fareeha and the other vixens, Angela watched a tod 
named Zarya on stage, who rivaled Reindhardt in height and size, address the crowd. The tod, 
whose long hair, tied back, was a curious shade of pink, had the Nora audience captivated and 
charmed with each word and animated gesture. 

“I’ve only glimpsed the Nora, and I’ve found myself wishing I had been of your tribe,” Zarya 
said, eliciting a chorus of agreement and awe from the crowd. “I am not a child of the All-Mother, 
and so I would not be so arrogant as to call myself a fox or a tod, but what I am, my tribe, the 

0 seram, they despised, think me a deformed, lesser man. My mother and father were ashamed of 
me, and sought to be rid of me. They ignored my existence, leaving me to fend for myself when I 
was but a child. At twelve years of age, I fled from the house that never felt like home, and neither 
my mother nor my father came looking for me. I struggled, for food, for water, for shelter, and it 
was only when I made myself to look like a man did I find any work. It was a difficult, lonely life 

1 lived, and often I questioned if it was worth living at all. Many years passed, and I grew to resent 
myself as my mother and father had, believing they were right to wish I had never been bom.” 

Angela winced in sympathy. Zarya was an outcast, like her, but unlike her, Zarya had been 
completely alone. She glanced at her companion and one of her only friends in the world to see 
Fareeha’s dark eyes rapt with grim attention. 

Angela wrapped an arm around Fareeha’s back and hugged the tod to her body. 

Fareeha’s eyes lowered to her and softened. When Angela didn’t speak, she simply lowered a 
cheek to nuzzle the top of her head. 

“Yet, for as horrible as my life seemed,” Zarya went on, sighing, “I still had a life, which is more 
than any of my like can say who are Carja, they who are slain mere moments after they’ve taken 
their first breath.” 

Gasps rang out, and then the crowd erupted in fury. 

“They murder newborns? Barbaric!” 

“What kind of mother allows this horror?” 

As the questions turned into demands, and then into outrage, and as the Carjan priests began to 
slink away from the stage, Angela couldn’t help the angry, selfish flare of her own anger at the 
Nora. 



Where was this call for compassion when she had been outcast at birth? 
Where was her mother? 


Fareeha began to purr, and it was only when Angela had calmed from the soothing rumble that 
she realized she had been growling. Past Fareeha, she saw the vixens, standing a few feet away, 
looking at her, and not one fox was against her reaction. In fact, she saw in them what Reinhardt 
had told her when she was a child, that no fox would shun her as the men and women of the Nora 
did, and so they were made to live outside of the Embrace. In their eyes, they never saw an 
outcast, they saw kin. 

“Through this, and the Red Raids of the Mad Sun King, it was clear that the Carja needed 
guidance, and that is what its new ruler, the first Sun Queen, seeks from the Nora!” Zarya 
declared, her booming voice cutting through the noise of the crowd and silencing them. “I shared 
with you the trials of my life not so I could have your pity, but to show the Nora that change is 
possible. By the time the Red Raids had made it the Claim, I had a wife and children, and we 
lived far enough from Oseram lands that the Carja would not find us. 

My wife and I, we both suffered in the hands of our tribe, but despite this, neither of us could 
simply stand by. So, we fought for the tribe that deemed me a lesser man and her a lesser woman 
for being incapable of bearing a man’s child, because it was the right thing to do. This passion is 
what drives Sun Queen Hana, what drove her to go against Carjan pride and sought the Oseram 
for help to overthrow the Mad King, what drove her to kill her father, her own blood, because it 
had to be done, for all the tribes’ sake, most importantly the Carja’ s. And she has sent me here to 
your Sacred Lands, seeking not just the Nora’s forgiveness but also the Nora’s wisdom. Already 
she has outlawed the newborn killings, and has given the Oseram a place in Meridian, but that is 
only a stall, and she wishes to take the next step forward with the Nora.” 

A bold queen to defy tradition, and smart to have a tod address the fox- worshiping Nora, Angela 
thought as Zarya continued to speak. She glanced at Fareeha, who seemed equally impressed with 
the Sun Queen, the curious gleam in her brown eyes making her even more unfairly attractive to 
Angela. 

Angela looked at the other vixens, half-expecting them to be envious of the attention Fareeha was 
directing at her and not them, but to her surprise, they looked very pleased, Qira and Lase 
especially. Encouraging her, Qira stroked Lase’s cheek, looking at Lase with the most hooded, 
lustful eyes Angela had ever seen, and then glanced at her, nodding for Angela to do the same. 
Lase responded by gripping Qira around the ass and yanking Qira close, making the twin squeak 
in surprise. She similarly shared a look with Angela that read, ‘like t his.’ 

At that, Angela couldn’t help but smile. Tomorrow was going to be her last day as an outcast, her 
first as a Nora, but with the foxes, she already felt like she belonged. 

The tod on stage left her appeal to the Nora to a host of cheers and support from the Nora, setting 
it up nicely for the Carjan priests and diplomats who gathered to make amends. She exited the 
back of the stage and came around the crowd of Nora humans to the foxes in back, specifically 
making way to Lareeha. 

As the tod drew near, Angela picked up on the strong scent of a vixen that almost completely 
overpowered Zarya’ s. On the tod’s neck, the imprint of sharp eyeteeth teeth could be seen under a 
deep, dark bmise. Angela stared at it, gut twisted by a very powerful urge to mark Lareeha in the 
same manner. 

“Ah, a fellow,” the tod greeted when she got close enough to them and the other foxes, “I thought 
I smelled one this way. It’s a pleasure to meet you. I am Zarya,” she greeted Lareeha, “and to see 



more of my kind like this,” she added, addressing Angela and glancing at the other vixens nearby. 
“I have never seen so many of us at once.” 

“A shame you’re mated, Zarya,” Qira said, sighing as she showed no interest in the tod. “We’d 
have happily welcomed you properly otherwise.” 

Lase murmured in agreement, tugging Qira in tighter. 

"Yes," she mused, stroking the twin's side comfortingly. "Disappointing." 

Zarya smiled broadly, exposing the sharp eyeteeth foxes all had. "I am sorry to disappoint, but 
thank you," she said to the twins, and then turned towards them again, continuously eying Fareeha 
in an intrigued, curious manner. 

Angela realized that it could very well be the first time she had come this close to another tod 
before. 

"It is good to see the Nora treating our kind so well," she confessed, the words seeming heartfelt. 
Fareeha scoffed. 

"Not all of us have been treated well," she said, pulling Angela back in close. 

Zarya picked up on the gesture. 

"Ah," she said, eyes on Angela now, "you must be the vixen outcast I have heard rumors about. 
The one participating in the Proving tomorrow?" 

"That's me," Angela confirmed, wondering how and where the tod had heard about her from. 
"Angela," she introduced. 

"It is my pleasure," Zarya said with a little head bow. Curious eyes returned to Angela, and then 
the tod asked, "If I may inquire, what crime did you commit that would make the Nora cast you 
out?" she asked. 

"I was bom," Angela answered simply, because she didn't know herself. "Motherless, is what 
they call me, so they cast me out." 

Zarya's pink brows drew together in puzzled, troubled confusion. 

"That seems very strange," she said, "all the Nora I've spoken to reverence our kind with such 
respect. Why would they cast out a vixen like that?" 

"Because they’re fools," Fareeha said passionately, angered by it. "Angela will get her answers 
when she wins the Proving tomorrow, and we'll find out why then." 

"Yes," Angela agreed, undeterred. She had been priming herself for this all her life. 

Zarya smiled at the both of them. 

"Your confidence is encouraging," she said, "it is not often that I get to see such boldness in my 
kind, not in my lands,” she shared, once again smiling at Fareeha. “I admit, I have never the 
chance to speak with another such as myself before. Excuse me if I seem a pest. Do you have 
many kits of your own, Fareeha?” 


Angela felt Fareeha shift against her, uncomfortable. 



“I don’t,” she answered. “Not yet.” 

Zarya chuckled, not having caught the subtle shift in Fareeha’s demeanor. 

“Are you waiting for something?” she teased. "If not for my wife Satya having taken me as her 
own. I'd happily allow these wonderful vixens to take me to bed. There’s so many of them,” she 
said, glancing at Angela and all the vixens behind them, “and with such freedom, you could have 
so many kits. That’s the only downside to traveling into your beautiful lands up here: I miss my 
little ones back home.” 

Feeling Fareeha’s unease with the subject material, Angela hugged her friend’s arm and rubbed it, 
about to make an excuse to lead them away, but before the words formed, a stout, one-armed man 
with a long beard passed by. While the man himself was of little interest to her, Angela caught 
sight of an orange, circular glow near his ear, and under it, a small, metal device just like her own. 

“Who is that?” she blurted as he passed, and Zarya caught the direction of her gaze. 

Moving surprisingly quick for such a bulky fox, Zarya turned and grabbed the man before he 
could get too far away. 

“Torbjom,” she said, yanking the heavily muscled man to them with absolutely no sign of strain. 
“Quiet. The foxes want to meet you,” she said, ignoring his immediate protests. “This is our 
personal weaponsmith and scrounger, Torbjom,” she introduced. “Torbjom, this is Fareeha,” she 
said, gesturing, “and Angela.” 

“Where did you get that device?” Angela immediately asked, foregoing pleasantries altogether. 
Torbjom stepped back, blinking, affronted, and then noticed hers. 

“A Nora with a Focus?” he asked, startled. His eyes grew wide the moment Angela’s narrowed. 
“Zarya, I must go — ” he started to say, and then as soon as Zarya released him, he quickly made 
haste. “Work to do,” he mumbled, inclining his head towards them as he made his getaway. 
“Pleasure, foxes,” he said, though it clearly wasn’t, and then he scampered away. 

Zarya frowned, but allowed him to go. 

“Sorry about that,” she apologized, "must have his mind stuck on a new project," she said, still 
frowning after him. 

"Do you know anything about that device? That... Focus?" Angela asked, suspicious of his quick 
exit. "Do you know where he got it?" 

"That trinket he wears on his ear?" Zarya asked, shrugging well-muscled shoulders, "Torbjom' s a 
scrounger. He goes digging around ancient mins and sometimes keeps trinkets he finds here and 
there." 

Angela’s brows drew together, realizing that Zarya knew nothing about the true nature of the 
‘Focus’ as he had called it. 

“He’s usually more amicable,” Zarya said in apology, “I hope he didn’t offend you.” 

“It’s okay,” Angela forgave, discreetly eying the stout man as he made his way through the 
crowd. “It was a pleasure to meet you, Zarya,” she said, returning her eyes to the tod only for a 
moment. 


“Yes,” Fareeha agreed, reading her inclinations perfectly. “I hope our tribes can work together.” 



“As do I,” Zarya agreed. “Thank you for your time, foxes,” she said respectfully. 


It took everything in Angela not to dash away in an instant, but she politely waited, exchanging 
their farewells, and then stepped away with Fareeha calmly. 

As soon as they were a few, safe steps away, Fareeha picked up the pace, squeezing her side 
tightly. “Let’s go,” she said, knowing Angela wanted to follow Torbjom. 

With a good headstart already, Torbjom was making good progress away, but Angela and 
Fareeha stalled after him, determined. They made it all of sixteen steps before Ana suddenly 
stepped in the way of their path. 

“Fareeha,” the war-chief greeted, dark eyes casting over to Angela with a certain satisfied look 
about them. “I see you’re getting along with Angela,” she remarked, sounding pleased. “The 
ceremony starts soon; are you ready for it?” 

“Mama,” Fareeha growled in aggravation, and Angela’s hopes sank as Torbjom disappeared out 
of sight in the crowd. 

Unable to make a clean getaway from Ana, she sighed, relaxing back next to Fareeha, 
disappointed. 

Ana’s right eye narrowed a little at Fareeha’ s tone, but she spoke in a soft, gentle voice. “Aren’t 
you forgetting something?” she asked Fareeha, who initially huffed, but then stiffened up, eyes 
widening. 

“Angela,” she said, searching the crowd, but seeming distracted. “I have to get something,” she 
confessed. 

“Okay,” Angela said, releasing her aim to let Fareeha know that it was alright. “I’ll be here,” she 
assured the tod. 

Fareeha nodded and snuggled her side before departing, promising she would be back quickly. 

Angela turned back to Ana, seeing the mother staling after the tod with a small, proud smile. 

“Seems Fareeha’ s taken a shine to you,” Ana remarked, dark eyes almost seeming to glow. 

“Fareeha’ s been such a sweetheart,” Angela said, having felt nothing but comfort and relief with 
the tod all day. “She’s been wonderful to me,” 

“Yes, when she wants to be, it seems,” Ana said, dark eyes losing their shine as they dropped to 
address Angela again, tone lowering to a more serious note, “and it seems she only wants to be 
with you. I’ve no doubt she’s taken it upon herself to make up for how the Nora have treated you. 
It was one of the two things she had yelled at me about her whole life.” 

Angela felt a pang of sympathy for the mother, knowing how Fareeha felt about Ana, but with it, 
she felt an ever growing affection for the tod, to know that Fareeha seemed to have fought for her 
as passionately as she had fought for herself. 

“Perhaps Fareeha would not have grown ux so angry if you had lived among with the tribe. Ever 
since you met, she had been condemning the whole tribe for what we had done to you, how unfair 
and cmel we had been to cast you out at birth. In you, she saw an innocent blamed for a crime you 
couldn’t have possibly committed, sentenced to live a life you had no say in. In you, Angela, she 
saw a kindred spirit, and in the Nora, she had lost respect and faith. Fareeha never was one to sit 
idly by when something was wrong,” Ana noted wistfully, and it reminded Angela of something 



she had been told long ago. 


“Reinhardt told me you fought for me, that you very nearly got yourself cast out with me,” she 
said out, and Ana answered before she could even ask. 

“Yes,” Ana confirmed immediately, emphitically, “you belong with your kin, Angela. You 
always have. I’ve done everything in my power to have made that so when you were born. I 
failed that, I hadn’t done enough; that’s certainly what my daughter thinks. But beloved as we are 
by the tribe, there are lines even we cannot cross, for there is a small difference between reverence 
and fear, and fear too easily turns into hate. Fareeha doesn’t understand this, only sees that you 
were wronged and I hadn’t done right by you. I’m not asking for your forgiveness, Angela, but I 
hope you’ll come to understand someday. Regardless, tomorrow, all will finally be set right.” 

Angela was touched, but also conflicted. As one of the matriarchs, Ana knew why she had been 
cast out as a child, but the vixen had never revealed it, despite how she seemed to feel. 

“I still intend to win and get my answers,” she told Ana, wary that the mother may not want her 
to, having never offered them up. “I’ll never understand like you wish me to if I don’t know why I 
had been cast out.” 

To her surprise, Ana’s serious features lightened, turning into a smirk. 

“I expect nothing less of you. I advise you to also ask me how I came to name you,” the war-chief 
said, and then smiled a little, looking over Angela’s shoulder. “Ah, and here my stubborn daughter 
returns.” 

Angela turned, catching the scent of the tod first as Fareeha returned through the thinning crowd 
back to them. In the tod’s hands, she held a large, rectangular lantern made out of ridgewood and 
thin, sheer animal skins. Decorating the skin, a fine, blackened etching of a fox among trees stood 
out on the comer. It wasn’t lit yet, but Angela could imagine it already, illumined with a soft, 
orange sunset glow. 

“Angela,” Fareeha greeted, returning to her side where she held out the lantern to her. “Here. I 
made it for you for the lantern ceremony.” 

Angela took the lantern from Fareeha in awe. 

“It’s beautiful,” she admired, touched that Fareeha would handcraft such a delicate and refined 
piece for her. She looked over the lantern at the proud tod, so moved, her vision began to blur a 
little. Before coming to the Nora tribe today, no one but Reinhardt had ever made her anything 
before. “Thank you.” 

“Fareeha’ s been making you a lantern every year for the past eight years,” Ana remarked with a 
notable tone of approval in that usually-stem voice, “just hoping that you would finally show.” 

Overwhelmed by the revelation, Angela wrapped her free arm around Fareeha and hugged the tod 
close. Standing on her tip toes, she raised herself to kiss her wonderful friend on the cheek. 

“Thank you,” she said again, her words barely breaking a whisper. Her throbbing heart was only 
more moved when Fareeha purred. 

When Angela finally reluctantly withdrew from the beaming tod, Ana graced both of them with a 
rare, honest smile. 

“We’re to eat first,” Ana reminded them, eyes full of approval as she looked upon Fareeha. “You 
shall sit with us, Angela.” 



“I’ll take her,” Fareeha happily said, looping an ami under Angela’s. 

“I’ll see you there,” Ana said with a nod, taking them in one last time before turning to go. 
Arm in arm with Fareeha, Angela happily followed her closest and most cherished friend. 


Angela watched the lanterns float away until they were tiny blinks in the dark night sky. She 
could feel Ana’s eyes on her, but she wasn’t ready to leave, not yet. 

She wasn’t willing to sleep and end one of the best days of her life. 

As fellow participants around her drifted away and departed, someone came in beside her. Angela 
smiled as the familiar and comforting scent of her friend floated over her. She glanced at Fareeha 
who smiled back at her, warming her through and through. Angela didn’t want it to end. 

“Can I walk you home?” she asked Fareeha, whose face lit up. 

“You don’t have to,” she said, despite the reaction, and Angela chuckled. 

“I want to,” she said and meant it, “It’s the least I can do after everything you’ve done for me 
today. Come on,” she encouraged, extending her arm, which Fareeha happily took. Angela 
glanced up at the raised platform where Ana had been to find it vacated. 

“Please,” Fareeha said, sidling in close to Angela, warm body protecting her from the drafty night 
air, “it was a pleasure to keep you company today. I’m glad I caught you earlier.” 

“I am, too,” Angela confessed, resting her head against Fareeha’ s strong arm. “I was scared to 
leave Reinhardt this morning, but you kept me comfortable all day. Thank you, Fareeha.” 

“I was happy to, Angela,” Fareeha said in a soft voice. “You made my day.” 

Angela closed her eyes and inhaled deeply, drawing in Fareeha’ s wonderful scent as they walked 
the dirt road down to the tod’s house. After a quiet moment together, Fareeha asked, “Did you 
enjoy the communal dinner earlier?” 

“Mhmm,” Angela murmured comfortably, opening her eyes to look Fareeha’ s way again, pleased 
every time she did so. “I don’t eat like that with Reinhardt. It was a treat.” 

Fareeha’ s lips split into a wide smile. 

“I made it,” she said, beaming. 

Angela blinked. 

“You...” 

“Made it. The food.” 

“Really?” Angela asked, smiling. “That is news, because I recall a kit who ran away because she 
didn’t want to learn how to cook.” 

Fareeha chuckled. 


“It became more appealing when I wasn’t trapped in a village anymore. Besides...” 



“Yes?” Angela asked, finding conflict on Fareeha’s flawless features. 


“I’m still a tod,” Fareeha finally said on a long exhale. “I want what any tod wants: a vixen’s 
attention, approval and affection, to someday be mated and have kits that I can take care of and 
raise...” she confessed, seeming winded as if this might be the first time she had actually said it 
aloud. “I just want those things on my terms when I’m ready for them, and that’s not now. That’s 
why I can’t be with any of the vixens yet; they don’t understand. It takes so much to deny them, to 
fight with them; it feels wrong. If it was up to me, I’d be a brave and a tod like my papa was, but 
ever since she died, all the vixens, especially my mama, want to lock tods away to keep us safe. 
That’s why I can’t join the vixens at the lodge, doing what any tod would love to do. It’s tod or 
brave for them, one or the other, never both.” 

Stopping in front of Fareeha’s house, Angela turned and reached up to touch the flustered tod’s 
cheek gently, tom to see the clear conflict on Fareeha’s pretty face. 

“Can’t you tell them that?” she asked. “The way you’ve just told me? I think they’d listen to you 
and respect your choice. They’d understand.” 

Fareeha shook her head. 

“They won’t even try, Angela. You understand, you don’t force your assumptions and 
expectations on me like they do. It’s not their fault, the tribe has expectations of them, too, and I 
just happen to be caught up in that because I’m the only tod in the Nora. But you, you’re different 
from them Angela. The way you look at me, I feel like you see me, just me, not some stubborn, 
selfish tod bent on dooming the future of the Nora foxes in a fool’s pursuit of glory,” the tod 
confessed, lowering sad eyes, but not breaking away from Angela’s stroking fingers. “I hope that 
doesn’t change when you become part of the tribe.” 

Stricken so deeply by the vulnerability she saw, along with a sort of loneliness that was all too 
familiar, Angela stood on her toes and kissed Fareeha’s soft lips chastely and pulled away after 
only a moment. 

“I won’t,” she promised. “It’s not going to change me.” 

Fareeha lifted wistful, hurt, and pleading eyes to her that reflected such powerful inner turmoil, it 
froze Angela to the spot. 

“I hope that’s true,” she said, voice more fearful than optimistic. Soulful eyes searched Angela’s, 
and then Fareeha spoke quietly. “Don’t go back tonight,” she asked, raising a hand to lay over 
Angela’s, which was still on Fareeha’s cheek. “Stay. With me.” 

The plea freed her of the paralysis that had stilled her, and Angela drew Fareeha to her again, 
kissing the tod a second time. As soon as then- lips bmshed, Fareeha stepped in closer, releasing 
Angela’s fingers to wrap buff arms around her back. Soft, untouched lips responded to Angela’s 
passionately, following her lead, and a tingle in her belly blossomed, spreading warmth 
throughout her body. 

Driven by the growing desire within her, Angela caressed Fareeha’s cheek, angling the tod’s face, 
directing Fareeha even though she had never done or shared this with anyone before. Fareeha’s 
scent blanketed her, filling Angela’s senses with an overwhelming, pleasant aroma. Angela felt it 
in her bones, the warmth infected her so deeply. It was more pleasurable than anything she had 
ever felt before and she needed more of it. 

Angela deepened their kiss, biting Fareeha’s bottom lip in the process. She could feel the tod’s 
strong form beneath the leathers and purposefully scraped their bodies together as much as their 



clothes would allow. 


“Fareeha,” she mumbled between kisses, wanting so much more. 

Suddenly, the bulge in Fareeha’ s pants began to grow, and Angela lost all sense of thought. She 
felt the tod’s cock as it lifted, dragging against her clothed body, and the mere brush of it was 
electric to her body. 

She broke from Fareeha’ s lips only long enough to gasp, and then lifted her legs up around 
Fareeha’ s hips. Wrapping her arms around the tod’s neck, she gaspingly ordered, “Bedroom. 
Now.” 

“Yes. Okay,” Fareeha mumbled, gripping Angela around the ass and hoisting her further to carry 
her away. She managed to open the door before Angela reconnected their bps and tongues. She 
dragged herself against that hard cock beneath her warrior leathers, grinding Fareeha so hard, she 
almost had the tod stumbling. 

Nipping Fareeha’ s bmised, bottom lip as the tod carried her through an unfamiliar house into a 
bedroom, Angela hissed, “I want you.” 

Fareeha groaned, so bodily affected by the words, Angela could feel her stiffen even harder. She 
dragged against that cock again, making both of them moan for the pleasure it caused. 

Somehow, Fareeha made it through another set of doors into a room Angela was barely aware of 
until Fareeha knelt with her on the edge of the bed. 

“Angela,” she whimpered in such a wanton voice, it almost sounded pained. 

Angela reluctantly drew back from the sweet-smelling tod to recline on the bed on her forearms, 
but she kept her legs wrapped around Fareeha’ s waist, unwilling to release that warm, hard center. 

“I want to see you,” Angela voiced, licking her lips as she surveyed her clothed friend. 

Fareeha exhaled heavily. She reached for her boarskin belt and removed it first, discarding it onto 
the floor. 

Angela watched, particularly focused on the bulge beneath the leather flaps of Fareeha’ s shirt and 
loose pants. At least, she was until Fareeha removed the leathers from her chest and shoulders, 
exposing a scarred and muscled abdomen of healthy flesh. 

Angela’s eyes roved over every taut inch of flesh. From Fareeha’ s outlined, grooved stomach to 
the smooth curvature of those arms, she was well-muscled and sculpted. Even her breasts held 
definition; they weren’t heavy, but contoured and defined enough to have Angela salivating. 

Angela had never had peers to admire before, not before coming into contact with the Nora, and 
she didn’t really consider visual beauty before, but there was no other words for it. Every stunning 
inch of Fareeha was gorgeous. 

Angela’s fingers were on Fareeha’ s body before she even realized it, stroking those contoured 
muscles. 

“You’re flawless,” she admired aloud, fingers tracing up a deep scar that ran up to her shoulder. 
Fareeha’ s face brightened, and as Angela stroked the tod’s arm, she flexed. 

Delighted, Angela wrapped her arms around Fareeha and pulled the tod over her on the bed to 



kiss and cling to. As Fareeha’s cock scraped her, she quivered and groaned, wrapping her anus 
around Fareeha to grip the tod’s back. 

“Fareeha,” she breathed on a shaky exhale, thriving in the touch of skin. She wanted more, and 
Fareeha was quick to serve her needs. 

Fingers slipped under the bottom hem of her leathers. 

“May I?” Fareeha asked. 

“Yes,” Angela breathed, longing to feel this lovely tod against her bare body. She kissed Fareeha 
again until the leathers had been loosed and discarded, and then she lifted her anus for Fareeha to 
slide her undershirt up and over her head. 

Fareeha pulled it free and tossed it away, and then stared at Angela reverently. 

“Wow,” she whispered, saddling and hovering over Angela’s stomach, providing her with a 
glorious view. 

Angela licked her lips and reached up for Fareeha’s second belt, the one over her pants. She 
began to undo it, once again licking her lips. 

“Fareeha,” Angela said, summoning those dark eyes that were still roaming her body. 

“You’re a Goddess,” Fareeha whispered, eyes rounded and awed. 

Angela smiled. With Fareeha’s belt loosed, she lifted a hand to the tod’s cheek and stroked the 
skin there. 

Fareeha leaned into the touch to nuzzle her fingers. 

“You seem very affected, Fareeha,” she noted, more than a little charmed and pleased by the 
adoration in the tod’s eyes. 

Fareeha continued to nuzzle her fingers. 

“You’re perfect,” she purred, almost whimpering it. “I’ve never felt like this before,” she admitted. 
Angela’s stroking thumb paused. 

“Never?” she asked. 

“No,” Fareeha confirmed, and it made Angela smile as a selfish, primitive victory filled her with 

joy- 

“I’m the first vixen you are attracted to,” she voiced, pulling Fareeha down to her to kiss the tod’s 
cheek and whisper into her ear. “The first to arouse you?” 

“Yes,” Fareeha gasped, sounding pained. 

Angela ran her fingers against the short strands of Fareeha’s hah' and made an annoyed sound, not 
liking that she had nothing to hold on to. She gripped the tod by the nape, exposing that smooth 
neck. 

Fareeha eagerly titled her head, allowing Angela to kiss down her cheek and neck. 

“How is that so?” Angela asked, teasing the tod by softly scraping her sharp teeth against that 



smooth, unblemished flesh. 


Fareeha panted, lifting her chin even higher to give Angela more access to her neck. 

Angela smiled, immensely pleased. 

“Anytime a vixen went into her heat, I was sent out. Or she was tucked away,” Fareeha panted, 
breath ragged with Angela’s sharp teeth still grazing the skin. “It was. . . part of my request.” 

“Oh, you clever tod,” Angela cooed, whispering, so incredibly pleased to hear this, it made her 
wet. Angela treated the pleading tod by stopping over a soft stretch of neck and inserting her teeth. 

Fareeha moaned, arms quivering until they could take no more. She sank against Angela’s body, 
and Angela welcome it, hugging Fareeha’ s lean body tightly as she marked her friend. She was 
the first to, the only to, and the thought only fueled the fire in her belly that demanded more and 
more. Angela bit down on the soft, supple flesh hard enough to bruise, making Fareeha whimper. 
At the first taste of blood, she withdrew her fangs and licked the spot tenderly, cleaning the blood 
with her tongue. She slid her thighs over Fareeha's bulge and squeezed the tod through her pants, 
making the lovely fox whimper again. 

Smiling, Angela planted a kiss over the mark on Fareeha's neck and rolled on the bed, taking the 
tod with her until their positions were flipped, and she, on top. 

"I want to see," she demanded, greedy for the reveal that no other vixen had been treated to. 

"Yes," came Fareeha’s willing, desperate response, and Angela found herself halfway down the 
tod's body already. She grabbed both ends of Fareeha's pants and pulled them clean off, exposing 
what Angela had never seen before, only heard of in sparse clips of conversation. She had no one 
to compare with, but in proportion to the rest of of Fareeha’s body, the tod’s cock boasted 
impressive length and girth. 

As she should, her instincts told her, she’s made for you, to fit you, to fill you. Have her. Take her. 
Fuck her. 

Angela crawled back up Fareeha's body and extended a hand to touch the erect and rigid cock 
curiously. Fareeha jerked as soon as she did so, startling her initially, but when she glanced down 
Fareeha’s body, it was to see the tod taut with anticipation, staling back at her with wide eyes. 

“Angela,” she whimpered, and Angela smiled. 

“You like that?” she asked, and then touched Fareeha again near the wet tip where a clear liquid 
had already started to seep out. 

Fareeha fidgeted again, especially as Angela traced a line down the warm, pulsing cock. Angela 
gripped Fareeha at the hilt, and the tod whimpered, starting to sit up, but Angela pushed Fareeha 
back down by the shoulder. 

“I want you this way,” she said, dragging her closed fist down Fareeha’s cock in a way that made 
the tod quiver, her inner walls clenching at empty space as she did, jealous of her hand. She 
dragged her fingers all the way to the wet tip and touched it, causing Fareeha to buck as she wet 
her fingers. 


“But you—” 


“I’m wet,” Angela assured, and Fareeha shuddered again as she dragged her wetted fingers down 
that giant cock again. 



“Angela,” she whimpered. 


Angela moved over Fareeha’s body, warmth spreading through her own. She was hungry to feel 
this tod as no other vixen had, eager to quench this dizzying urge that had been driving her. She 
had never done this before, but instinct guided her to move over Fareeha’s erection. 

“Is this what vixens always feel?” Fareeha asked, the words panted out. “Is it what you felt staring 
at me earlier?” 

“What do you feel?” Angela asked the flustered tod, still stroking Fareeha as she moved into 
place. “What do you want?” 

“I want...” the tod toiled off, gasping and closing her eyes. “I want to be inside you. Please. I 
want, I need to feel you, need you to feel me.” 

“Yes,” Angela said, sure of it because if the feeling was so pleasant now, she couldn’t even 
imagine how much better it would be with Fareeha inside of her. 

And then she lowered herself to Fareeha’s long, thick cock, finally releasing the tod from between 
her fingers, and Angela took on a whole new understanding. 

Fareeha felt as big as she appeared, forcing Angela’s inner walls to stretch with every baby inch. 
She gasped as she first began to swell to engulf Fareeha, and in an instant, Fareeha’s hands found 
her hips to steady her. 

Such an overwhelming pleasure took her at first contact, Angela yelled out in pure elation, and 
Fareeha mbbed her sides soothingly. Her body shd over Fareeha’s and claimed it, sending 
hundreds of savory, warm tingles throughout her body. 

Slowly, she sank on Fareeha, greedily suckling around every inch of the tod she took in. It felt like 
half an eternity had passed since the moment she had started, but finally, Angela came to a halt. It 
took a moment after that, but she opened her eyes to find herself firmly planted on Fareeha at the 
hip. Below her, Fareeha’s powerful, athletic form squirmed on the bed, phant and yielding to her, 
a beautiful sight. 

Angela lifted her eyes to that gorgeous face, finding Fareeha’s features twisted in a mix of pain 
and pleasure, the tod’s eyes squeezed shut tightly. 

“Angela,” Fareeha whined softly, and Angela savored the sound of her name on the tod’s tongue, 
along with the submissive noise that came with it. 

“Fareeha,” she purred, laying a hand in the middle of the tod’s chest, making those dark eyes 
open, and then suddenly, the tod started purring like crazy. 

Angela didn’t know if it was possible or if she had just imagined it, but it felt like the cock inside 
her swelled further, getting even harder yet. Fareeha’s warm cum seeped from the tip, mixing with 
her own arousal and heating her from the crux of her body up. 

“You purred, ” Fareeha murmured, seeming at a loss for words as she gazed back at Angela, body 
still rumbling contentedly. 

“You liked that,” she realized, delighted with Fareeha’s intense reaction to it. She tucked it into the 
back of her mind and indulged herself for the discovery, dragging her hand down the crevasse of 
Fareeha’s breasts to trace the perfect contours of the tod’s body. 



Then, driven by instinct over anything, having no experience of her own, Angela lifted herself just 
a few inches back. She inhaled raggedly as her tight, inner walls suctioned over Fareeha, trying to 
cling as she withdrew, and then she slid back down over it all over again. The warmth in her 
tummy nearly exploded as she drew Fareeha back into the deepest pail of her again, and both of 
them moaned. 

The flash of pleasure was sudden and quick, leaving Angela warm and wanting more. Greedily, 
she began to do it again. 

Fareeha’ s hands went from her hips to her ass, which she cupped and squeezed, assisting in the lift 
back as Angela rode the tod. Her hair fell with every decline, and Angela tossed it back, causing 
the tod below her to groan again. Every bolt of pleasure built on the last until Angela was feeling 
it in equal measure on both movements, until it flooded her entire body and she couldn’t imagine 
how there could be more, but with each slow and measured movement, there was, and it filled her 
with the most incredible feeling she had ever felt. 

Angela shook, relishing in every twitch and buck from Fareeha beneath her, gripping her ass so 
hai'd, it hurt in the most pleasurable of ways. She lifted and brought herself back down onto the 
tod again and again, almost wanting to cry for the pure, incredible build up in her body. Her heart 
raced and sweat dripped from her brow, but she couldn’t stop, didn’t want to. She never wanted 
this feeling to end, despite her body’s insistence that it must soon, so she rode Fareeha harder and 
faster, almost bouncing in pure, wild pleasure as the tod under her made the most beautiful noises. 
Then, as she took Fareeha to the hilt, the dam inside her broke and Angela yelped, the orgasm 
sudden and unexpected, but powerful. She seized, sharp nails dragging down Fareeha’ s shoulders, 
and then collapsed when she felt the tod under her come undone, a gush of warm cum shooting 
into her, soaking her straight to her core. 

Barely able to contain herself, Angela twitched, squeezing over the cock inside her as she savored 
the warm, wet flow pouring into her, wanting to absorb it all, but there was just too much for that. 
It filled her quickly and began to seep out, and even in the height of maddening bliss, she didn’t 
want that, so she rolled, carrying the whimpering tod with her, in an effort save it and drink in all 
that she could. 

Angela clutched Fareeha tightly as the gushing stopped. She gripped Fareeha by the back of her 
shoulders and wrapped her lower legs around those muscled calves, wanting even more. The 
ecstasy she felt was only just starting to fade, and it made Angela cling to her tod tightly, not 
wanting any bit of this glorious sensation to go. 

But fade, it did, and as the glorious high of her orgasm left her, the greedy, selfish haze that had 
consumed her began to lift from her mind. She still wanted Fareeha, was ready to do that all over 
again, but the notion of her bedmate stilled her in a way that she couldn’t have stopped before. 

“Fareeha?” she asked when she finally found the voice to, fingers still tightly digging into the 
tod’s shoulders. 

“Angela,” Fareeha croaked back, lifting a tired head from where she had been resting over 
Angela’s shoulder. Dark eyes found hers and Fareeha blinked, seeming a little unfocused. 

“Are you okay?” Angela asked, worried about the tod. 

Fareeha blinked again, eyes still a little glazed over. 


“If vixens feel this need constantly, I feel really bad for rejecting them now,” she mumbled, and 
Angela laughed. 



Keeping Fareeha locked in place above her, Angela grinned. “I’m glad I got you to myself,” she 
shamelessly confessed, squeezing Fareeha to her body tightly. “I like being the only one,” she 
said, searching Fareeha’ s face, which boasted a bloody lip from where Angela had bitten her. 

Angela glanced down at her neck, catching sight of the deeply bruised bite mark she had laid there 
as well. Were there others? She couldn’t recall. 

“Did I hurt you?” she asked, eyes returning to Fareeha’ s face. 

“I’m okay,” Fareeha assured, purring contentedly until she realized where Angela was staring. “I 
lik e it,” she said, snuggling to Angela’s shoulder near her neck. “I like thinking I’ll smell like you 
until it heals.” 

Angela stroked Fareeha’ s shoulder, more than a little pleased by the answer. 

“Will Ana mind it?” she asked gently, not wishing to incur the war-chief s wrath. 

Fareeha snorted. 

“Mama will probably ask you to bite my wrist and thigh to go ahead and mate me when she finds 
out about t his.” 

Angela chuckled, shaking her head. 

“Well, don’t worry,” she assured, “if we ever got serious, I would court you first, no matter how 
Ana might try to msh us.” 

Fareeha purred at her words, nuzzling her chin and neck, and Angela smiled at her, grip loosening 
on Fareeha’ s back. She laid back her head to the mattress and groaned contentedly. 

“Fareeha. I’ve never been this satisfied in my life.” 

Fareeha’ s eyes lit up and she smiled as well. 

“Me, either,” she confessed, finally releasing Angela’s ass, probably having just realized that she 
still held it. Fareeha glanced down at them, seeming to realize their positions for the first time, and 
started to push up off Angela. “Am I squishing — ” 

Angela clutched her tighter, refusing to let the tod go. 

“No,” she assured quickly. “Stay; please.” 

Fareeha relaxed back down on top of her, hard cock still inside Angela, which she liked. 

“So. . . you enjoyed it, too?” Angela asked, tracing a scar on Fareeha’s shoulder with her thumb. “I 
think I might’ve gotten a little rough near the end, I don’t entirely remember it — ” 

“Every second was perfect,” Fareeha interjected, catching her gaze and held it. Angela stared into 
those dark, beautiful eyes and started to purr, pleased with the tod. As soon as she started to, a 
matching sound passed through Fareeha’s chest, and then they were purring together, the soft 
rumble very pleasant, especially with Fareeha still inside her. 

After an enjoyable moment of listening to the tod’s quiet and soothed breaths, Fareeha admitted, “I 
prefer it with you on top, but I don’t mind this if you like it.” 


Angela grinned and licked her bottom lip in anticipation. 



“We should find out,” she said, gaze momentarily dropping to their bodies, so wonderfully 
crushed together. “See if I like it.” 

“I’d be happy to try for you,” Fareeha murmured, purring even louder as she pushed up above 
Angela, but remained inside her, treating Angela to a glorious view of the tod’s body down to the 
hips, which were still touching Angela’s. The movements shifted Fareeha in her body, but the tod 
didn’t withdraw from her, delighting Angela. “I want to try something first,” Fareeha said, piquing 
Angela’s interest. She tilted her head, giving the tod a questioning look, and Fareeha said, “I want 
to try to get you to show.” 

Angela raised a questioning eyebrow. 

“To show?” she asked. 

“Your clit,” Fareeha said, “I want to see if I can get it to show.” 

“My clit?” Angela echoed, confused. “Don’t only women have that?” 

“Ah, Reinhardt didn’t tell you?” Fareeha guessed. “Well, I suppose he may not have known, or 
decided it’d be up to other foxes to tell you. Vixens have clits, too, but it’s. . . hidden, in a way. To 
make it come out, to get it to show, I have to find the most sensitive spots on your body when 
you’re aroused, three of them. It’s different for every vixen, and it’s tricky, because I’d have to 
touch you in the right order, in the right way.” 

“So, my body is like a puzzle for you to solve right now?” Angela asked, and Fareeha nodded, 
looking eager to try. 

“My mama says it usually only happens during a heat for vixens and tods, but I can probably 
figure it out,” Fareeha said with such easy confidence that it was adorable. 

“Where will it be?” Angela asked. “If you get my clit to show. Same as where a woman’s is?” 

Fareeha smiled at her, lowering a hand between them, and gently touched her at the top of her 
folds. 

“Yes. Here,” she said, tapping the spot. 

“So, if you get me to show, it’ll feel good when you touch me there?” 

“Really, really good,” Fareeha promised. 

“I think I like the sound of that,” Angela said, licking her lip, warm simply from listening to 
Fareeha. She pulled the tod down for a long, enjoyable kiss, savoring the taste of Fareeha’ s 
slightly-swollen lips between her own. She held the tod there, running her fingers through the 
short strands atop Fareeha’ s head, lingering for the extra moment because Fareeha felt so good, 
and then finally released the tod. 

Fareeha gave her one last moment, and then her lips moved down Angela’s cheek and neck, 
kissing the soft expanse of skin on her way down. 

Angela smiled as her tod’s head bobbed down when Fareeha reached her collar and lingered, 
testingly planting little butterfly kisses on her shoulder as caressing fingers tickled up her sides, 
barely grazing the skin in their search. Every bmshing touch sent pleasant, warm tickles through 
her body, and Angela didn’t mind the view one bit. 


Fareeha purred as she went, lips moving from one spot on her collar to another, and then the 



shoulder, wanning Angela with every pleasant touch. Those forefingers traced gentle lines up and 
down her sides, and Fareeha smoothed small circles into the sides of her stomach with 
ambidextrous thumbs. 

Angela giggled, enjoying the little flutters. 

“That tickles,” she said, laying a finger over one of one of the hands on her side. 

"Hmm,” Fareeha mused, pulling back from her left shoulder once she had covered the expanse of 
it twice over. Those shadowy eyes held a curious, determined light in them that Angela found 
fiercely attractive. “Maybe the other side,” the tod said, quickly ducking down to her right to 
repeat the treatment. 

Angela giggled again, delighted with her tod. She touched Fareeha’ s broad shoulders and fondled 
them, relishing the taut, corded muscle there. She ran her fingers along them, savoring the feel as 
Fareeha’ s lips searched her collar and shoulder. She gripped the skin to feel that solid muscle, 
muscle that felt as hard and delightful as the cock still inside her. Everything about Fareeha felt so 
wonderful, Angela could bask in this warmth forever. It filled her with such a low, pleasant hum 
throughout her body, all these teasing, fluttering touches. 

And then Fareeha’ s fingers dropped on her right hip, grazing the soft skin directly under the bone 
and then applying pressure, and such a wave of pleasure passed through her, Angela stiffened up 
and shuddered. 

Fareeha paused, lifting her lips off Angela. She stroked the area again, causing another strong, 
pleasant flutter to pass through her. Fareeha’ s eyes lit up and she lowered herself to Angela 
slowly, carefully, eying the crevasse of her breasts, and then ducked that beautiful head down to 
kiss the area. 

The electric sensation passed and Angela exhaled again, giggling when Fareeha lifted a pouting 
face to her. 

“Damn,” she cursed, and Angela giggled again. 

“You found one,” Angela said, trying to cheer up her tod, spirits light and happy. 

“I’ll find the others,” Fareeha promised, attention returning to her body as she began the search for 
more. 

Angela lifted a hand to that short, dark hair and stroked it, amused as Fareeha searched her body 
with a vengeance. Fareeha’s hands roamed her breasts, squeezing them testingly. She thumbed her 
nipples, which felt wonderful, but stopped when it didn’t elicit the same reaction as her hip. She 
licked Angela’s earlobe and touched her stomach. She searched her hips and side, lavishing kisses 
on her cheek and jawbone, even fondled her ribs. Angela basked in the feeling of Fareeha on her 
body until she could take it no more and laughed, tickled by the random directions of Fareeha’s 
search on her body. 

Fareeha finally pulled back again, gorgeous lips downtumed in the most adorable pout that 
Angela had ever seen. 

“It’s okay,” Angela said, giggling. 

“The twins make it look so easy,” Fareeha grumbled, petulant. 

“You’ll find them eventually,” Angela soothed, taking Fareeha’s hand in her own to halt her 
search. 



Fareeha looked at her with bruised, wounded eyes. 

"I just want to make you feel good,” she said, sounding genuinely upset. 

“Fareeha, don’t be silly,” Angela soothed, rubbing the tod’s hand between her fingers, “you did 
make me feel good.” 

“I mean really good,” Fareeha whined, “as good as you made me feel. It’s not the same if I can’t 
get you to show.” 

Angela pursed her lips, continuing to stroke the disappointed tod. 

“Well, you’re my first, so I really can’t say,” Angela said, “but everything I’ve experienced so far 
has been amazing, Fareeha. I’ve loved every second,” she promised, dragging the tod down close 
to kiss. Her thighs flexed and she squeezed over Fareeha’ s delightful cock, making her break off 
mid kiss to moan a little. 

“See?” she said as her heart quickened, turning her eyes back on the lean, handsome tod atop her. 
“Besides,” she added, glancing down Fareeha’ s corded and athletic body. “I believe we were 
seeing if I liked this position?” she reminded, pulling the tod in for a deep kiss. 

As Fareeha kissed her back, Angela’s walls tightened again, eliciting a wonderful groan from the 
omega that had Angela moving her hands down Fareeha’ s body to grip that tight ass. 

Fareeha groaned again, affected by her clenching, but obeyed the silent command and began to 
undulate her hips, withdrawing from Angela a little and sliding back with a tentative, unsure thrust 
of her hips. 

Angela purred in approval, nails digging into the fine muscle of Fareeha’ s ass, she smiled as the 
tod shuddered and moved again, this time with eagerness and certainty. 

Pleased, Angela drew Fareeha in for a kiss. She had a feeling she would like this position just fine. 


A few hours later, Angela lay sprawled out in Fareeha’ s bed with the tod curled up to her side, 
snuggling. After long, wonderful hours with Fareeha, she felt sated and full, better than she ever 
had in her life, and now, she had a handsome tod to cuddle with as well. 

Angela smiled, idly fingering her tod’s her tod's short hair. The length bothered her because her 
fingers had very little to play with, and she wondered if this was why other alphas preferred their 
tods with long hair. She understood the annoyance, if so. 

“Angela, what do you see with it?” Fareeha asked, rousing her from her thoughts to see the tod 
looking at her focus curiously. 

Angela blinked, realizing that she must have forgotten to remove the device during sex, she had 
been so consumed with Fareeha. 

“Here, I’ll show you,” she said, removing the piece to place it on Fareeha’ s temple. As soon as 
she clicked to activate it, Fareeha gasped, eyes growing wide, and she sat up. 

“What are these symbols?” she asked, bracing herself up on the bed as wide, dark eyes surveyed 
the grid, letters, and panels that only she could see. 

“It’s a written language,” Angela told her, “likely that of the ancient ones.” 



Fareeha’s eyes darted back and forth, lips parted in awe. 

“Do you understand it?” she asked, fascinated with the grid. 

“Yes,” Angela admitted, “I’ve had it for a very long time. Over the years, I picked it up and 
learned.” 

“Amazing,” Fareeha breathed, eyes turning on Angela now. “You’re amazing, Angela.” 

Angela smiled, flattered and very pleased. After having been shunned all her life, she wasn’t used 
to hearing this kind of adoration, and the fact that it came from Fareeha just made her even 
happier. She didn’t have words to capture the happiness in her heart,, so she pulled her tod back 
down to share an impassioned kiss. 

“You’re amazing, too, Fareeha,” she said once they had finally parted again, and Fareeha’s whole 
face ht up. 

Fareeha bowed her head to extend the kiss, and Angela purred. Fareeha beamed and nuzzled her, 
purring even louder than Angela. 

“Will you teach me how to read the symbols?” she asked, nuzzling into the side of Angela’s neck. 

Angela stilled, touched by the question. Fareeha had asked in such a way that included Angela in 
her future, as if she knew or planned on Angela being a part of the tod’s life. 

Warmed and still struggling to express it, Angela pulled Fareeha in for another kiss, this one short 
and chaste. When she pulled away, she stared into those gorgeous brown eyes and smiled. 

“I’d love to,” she said, and Fareeha’s whole face ht up as the tod’s purr grew even louder. 

Looking into those joyful, curious eyes, Angela felt at peace. It wasn’t a Proving victory, but it felt 
lik e she had already won something priceless. 
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